AN EXECUTION IN PARIS

I had heard about Henry, the anarchist, from
one of his friends, had been told of his wild ideal-
ism and quaint beliefs, of his kindness, too, and
amiability, and suddenly a journalist acquain-
tance, H.B., asked me to go with him to witness
the execution. I had never seen one: reason or
curiosity suggested that it was an experience
which perhaps I ought to go through: it might
teach me something: in an evil hour I made up
my mind to go.

I got the journalist's special permission with-
out any difficulty, besides my coupe-file; I was to
go with two or three Parisian writers; one of
them, the gigantic H.B., declared that it was
usual to make a night of it; he proposed we should
sup first on tKe spot, and then go down to the
show. I allowed myself to be persuaded; we
supped in a room looking on the fatal square; my
friends told stories, talked about other execu-
tions, did everything to pass the time, but time
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